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lirer: and nurses are concerned.

No other=, as far as 1 can discover, desire
that privileze or violate the command. In
sears gone by the reason was urged
against the removal of the fences around

tte and Franklin parks, the Capitol,
iian and Agricultural grounds,
cows, horses and goats of the city
would roam on them for their grazing. To
that objection the city councils
reged to pass ordinances prohibiting
als from roaming at and yet it
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remaoval are not consid-
ered. s leration is ex-
pressed in words of a statute will not
L,.

£ % % ¥ %
nn doubt that Gii

altar Is, from
v, the stirongest

ar reporter, “but the

laty there seem
¥ s0me
i some
SFWAn may

onsensicra

aliowed
long as

are

ed guns of the
: together and
Sundays and
year, could
ar

the mail comm tion. ‘The

arie g -"F-r wk a quarter of a mbe

rd such a thing us ing any dam-

e in a military senss wid be simple
C{EE LT resisl any at-
k. and the there are such
that the atn: would necessa-
rily hawe be exposed in making its
attack This ¢xposure would bhave to he
within range of the guns of the fort. even
if they ars out of date. Conse-
quentiy A 1 be nearly as effective
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ltor modern warfare there probably never
will be any L done when the oppos-
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land may be wh : in the his-
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There are victories of peace no less re-

nowned than these of war,” observed a
well-known printer to a Star reporter, “and
it seems 1o me they should be spread on
every record and long be remembered. In
the hurry and excitement of the days of
the opening of the Spanish-American war
many things occurred of which but little
note was taken, and in many instances the
note has been midslaid or lost. The incident
that I want kept green In the memories of
rll, and If possible have it engrafted into
the history of the war by future historians,
is the printing of the message of the Presi-
dent the day before the declaration of war
with Spain. This message, it will be re-
membered, contained all the diplomatic cor-
respondence belween the United States and
Spain for the previous six months, and
much of it was of interest and all of it
hrand new as far as the public was con-
cerned. The message was delivered to Con-
gTess At 6 o'clock on the evening of March
28, 1888, and the letter of transmittal only
read. It was then sent to the government
printing office. The following day at noon
it was on the desk of every senator and
representative, a bound book of 00 pages,

| whispered again
| promised me
| again,

» | was admiring

" sald & recantly re- |

| going to do it

containing over 100,000 words. In addition
to that there were twenty full-page half-
tone engravings, and more than that num-
ber of diagrams, which had to be engraved
to a scals, =0 that they could be considered
in connection with each other. As if this
was nol surprising enough, for the equal
of it or anything to be compared with it
is nnot on record in connection with the
typographical art, the book was thoroughly
inuexed, a work which in itself occupled
over thirty men ten hours. A number of
the books were bound, though the ink had
not yet drled, the books having been drled In
an oven. It was a moest wonderful plece
of work, surprising in its extent and mar-
velous in its accuracy and completeness.
There was no preparation, made for the
publication in advance, the whole thing
coming into the office with the suddenness

Lof 4 summer shower, and at a time, too,

when there was a great deal of other work
on hand and a big number of the Con-
gressional Record to be gotten out the
same night. It involved the labor of several
hunidred men. Had such a job been sent to
even the largest private publishing houses
of the couniry they would have hesaitated
befare they wounld have promised the work
in a week, though tha chances are It would
take them nearer a month to complete it.
The engravings alone, half tone, would or-
dinarily take from a week to two weeks,
At the government printing office the whole
thing was done in a night. It seems like
an "Arabian Nights' tale.”

——

A SPONTANEOLS

COMPLIMENT,

None the Less Gennine Beeause It Cost
the Giver n Whipping.

A little group of ladies seated on a hotel
Mazza were talking about compliments they
had recoived, when one, a very pretty
young woman, who is a teacher in a pri-
vate school In this city, told her story.

“Three years ago,” she said. “I taught
my first school, in one of the mountaln
disiricts of West Virginia, where 1 had

gone to visit some friends who were inter-
In the timber business. 1 had only
sone to visit, but I had just graduated from
normal school, and when an opportunity
was offered for me to teach, and there was
real need of some one who knew something
of modern methods, 1 agreed to try it for
one term. I got along very well, all things
considered, and liked it well enough, ex-
cept that 1 found it absolutely necessary
to punlsh zeme of the scholars with the rod.
Out of this fact grew my compliment,
which, T am sure, was the sincerest one 1
ever recelved. Among my scholars was a
big boy of seventeen, a lazy, lumbering,
guod-natured lad, who whispered so much
in achool and paid so little attention to be-
ing Kept In that at last 1 told him If he
I would whip him. He
that he would not offend

for three whole days he kept
s promise. On the morning of the third
day I appeared at school in a new gown,
which was the most becoming one, 1 think,
I #ver had, and when the scholars saw me
they ned to be as pieased with my ap-
as 1 was, and all the girls cam#
me what a pretiy dress 1 had and
v nice 1T looked, The hoys were more
. and whatever they thought they kept

ested

and

sny

to themse.vis. The big Loy wasn't there
when school opened, but before the five-
minute allowance was up he came lumber-
ing in, and, hi 1% up his hat, rolled over

into hi= seal and picked up a book. I didn’t
ice him at firs:, but later 1 saw that my
W gown had attracis him, and that he
i was unskilled in

made no effort
Once or twlce 1
he looked away, but

I

the

to e

Conventio
al his
caught his eye
not for long,
me. At the same time he seemed to be
making a tremendous effort of some kind
that I did not understand, and finally, right
while 1 was looking at him, he reached
over to the boy in the seat behind him and
whizpered something.

“lIt was an open violation of the rule,
and, besides, was a flagrant disregard of
his word, and 1 ealled him up at once.

“*Henry,” 1 said, with all the severity 1

feelings.
and
and ar last it began to annoy

| could muster, *weren't you whispering just

them?

* ‘Yes'm,'
down.

“*You know it Is against the rule?®

“ Yes'm.'

“*And you know that you promised me
that you would not whisper again?

s 'th"m.'

“*Well," I said, getting a better hold on
my hickory switch, ‘I shall keep my word
better than you have yours, and as 1 told
vou I would whip you for whispering I am
Have you anything to say
why you should not be punished?

*‘No'm."

“Having gone through all the forms of
the law 1 proceeded to carry out the sen-
tence, and 1 succeeded 3o well that when 1
finished Henry was biubbering.

“*Are you sorry now for what you did?

he confessed, with his head

I asked, when 1t was ever.
“*No'm,"” he answered, greatly to my sur-
| prisa,
| *“‘You're not? I exclalmed, taking up

the switch again, but Henry never flinched,

“'No'm: 1 couldn't help It, ma'm."

“*Couldn’t help it? Of course you could
help 1. You're not a child and ought to
set a better example. The children might
say that, hut ¥ou can not offer &8 an excuse
that you ecould not help it."

“*Well, I conldn’t ma’am,” he saild, look-
Ing down at a knot-hole in the floor that he
was trying to stick the toe of his shoe into,
‘vou was lookin® so durn purty that I had
to say so to somebody er I'd a busted wide
open, shore.'

“There was no question as to Henry's
sincerity, but it was so embarrassing that
I really felt like giving him another whip-
ping.”

—_— - - ——
A MAN OF PRUDENCE.

Thought a Cyelone Cellar Might Come
in Handy at Times
“Speaking of wives and their dispositions
and tend&ncies,” said Mr. Biskum to the
evening erowd in front of his eross-roads
store, “there was John Brunt, that lved
for ten years in the cy¢lone belt in Kansas,
tryi to raise >orn and mortgages and

ng

| thinzs like that, until he was able to bor-

heyond | Way.

row money enough to get back to Mary-
land again without walking more than half
John come right to me, and I let
him have a job on my farm at 52 a month,
for he was a hard worker and thrifty. At
the end of the first year he had got the
Widow Allen’s promise to marry him In
October, and he rented a nice little farm
to begin business again on his own hook.
John was a widoewer himself., and belng a
practieal sort of man, he went to work
right away putting the farm and the house
into shape. One day T happensd over his
way, and found him digging a hole in the
bhack wvard.

“*What's that for?” says I walking
aroutd and looking over things.

* “That’s a cycione cellar, Mr. Biskum,’
suys he.

A cyclone cellar?” says 1, considerably

astonished. “What do you want a eyelone
cellar for? This ain’'t Kansas.'
“‘l know It ain't, says he: ‘but wyou

know, Mr. Biskum,” and he got very confi-
dential, ‘I'm guing to git married, and a
eyclone cellar may come mighty handy oc-
casionaliy.' ™
—_————
A Lover of Murphies.

From Harper's Weekly.

The cook came in and mashed the potatoss.

| the kitchen steps.

TO ENJOY THE FOURTH

“Now that the glorfous Fourth is prao-
tically upon us,” remarked the cadaverous,
dyspeptic-looking man standing on the car
platform, "I would fain suggest a few little
ideas, for the benefit of the uprising youth
of our beautiful capital city, whereby  they
may extract all the fun that is coming to
them, and more, out of thelr fireworks. In
the first place, it Is dee rigger and the real
thing for little boys to shoot off a whole
pack of firecrackers, not to say two of "em,
right underneath their little sisters. Any
little boy who hasn't got a little slster
whom he can use for ihis purpose is cer-
tainly in hard luck. He can, of course, de-
rive some amusement out of it by putting
some other little infant girl into service,
but the weeps of some other little girl are
never so musical unto a small boy's ears
as those of his own Iittle sister. If the
smadl boy has firecrackers to spare, and a
grown-up sister, he might ignite a whole
package at once—a little larger size than
the usual kind preferable—and throw them
upon her dress without warning. In doing
this It |s always best to wait until evening,
so that she'll be moderately sure to have
her new combustible organdle dress on.
Clad in a thin dress, she is all the more
likely to burn to death, which, of course,
renders the fun all the more hilarlous. Of
course, there are numbers of little boys
who cannot afford to thus dispose of thelr
firecrackers by the pack. For such as these
there are other methods of enjoyment. For
example, two firecrackers may be secured
in one end of a cloven stick, and surrepti-
tiously Ignited. Then the small boy may
sneak into the room where his mother is
sitting and let 'em go off under her nose.
I have known this method, however, to re-
sult disastrously, on account of the high-
strung nervous temperaments of some
mothers; but I am hers to say that a moth-
er who declines to indulge her offspring In
such harmless little amusements as this, on
such a great day as the Fourth of July, is
unworthy the name. It is well, however,
to warn little boys who thus discharge thetr
firecreackers within only a few inches of
their mothers’ countenances that, in case
her clothing should become Ignited, It is
wise to hurriedly repair to the kitchen sink
for enough water to prevent her from burn.
ing to a crisp. Results of this sort ungiies-
tionably detract a trifle from the complete
enjoyment of the day. Moreover, when a
boy, through lack of proper precautions,
burns a member of his family to death, he
Is often compelled to abandon the discharg-
Ing of his residue of firecrackers, which s
hard on a boy, I must 54y,

“The elderly lady who Is vislting the
small boy's mother is not exempt, nor
should she be, from the sweet, harmless
foolery characteristic of the day of inde-
pendence, aithough some little considera-
tion may be shown her if the smadl boy
elects. A mild way of interesting and at
the same time entertaining her is to break
a lurge firecracker In two, crawl up behind
her and direct the business end of the ‘siz-
zer' toward the back of her silk waist. Her
sense of gratitude to the small boy's moth-
er for entertaining her will, of course, pre-
vent her from glving vent to any expres-
slons of dissatisfaction should the silk waist
become somewhat marred in this playful
little way.

“So penetrating and persuasive s the

spirit of Independence day that even the
dogs enjoy reveling in it: so that a small
boy who owns a big dog may always find a
little mild fun on the Fourth of July by
firing a few packs of crackers beneath the
dog, after. of course, securely chaining the
brute to a fencepost in the back vard.
There are cases on record in which very
large and ferocious dogs, with no sense of
humor, thus treated, have broken their
cnains and made meals off thelr little boy
friends, but, fortunately, such cases are ex-
(3 ngly rare.
Small bovs are, indeed, fortunate who
have stlll smaller brothers upon whom to
exercise their Fourth of July humor. It
would be difficult to Imagine anything more
fraught with Fourth of July fun for the
smill boy than the discharging of a blank
cartridge at a distance of one and one-
quarter inches from his little brother's nose.
There is the pigquancy of danger in this,
for, of course, a portion of the blank car-
tridge is quite liable to lodge in the little
brother's eye, and deprive him of the sight
thereof for life; but, Indeed, all of life is
more or less of a loftery, and we should be
miserable indeed were we to take all of
thesa chances into consideration. If the
small boy's smaller brother loses his sight,
he'll no doubt feel that he has been ren-
dered sightlesz in a good cause.

“‘Anvther delightful little bit of Fourth of
July play for the small boy is to observe
carefully when his father begins shaving,
and then to ram his small cannon up to the
muzzlie with powder and discharge it on
8Selfish, heartless fathers
have been known to actually lose thelr tem-
pers upon gashing themselves with their
razors upon occaslons like these, but such
are unworthy of having bright, merry-
hearted small boys for sons.

“Most small boys have for a natural en-
emy In the square in which they reside
some crabbed lady incapable of apprecl-
ating the mirthfulness and simplicity of
the boy nature. As the Fourth of July is a
day for settling up old scores, the small
boy may have an understanding with such
an inimical lady by directing the Roman
candles and sky rockets which he lets off
at evening stralght at the windows of her
home. Thus the lace curtains in her front
windows may ignite, and the small boy
will have the fun of seeing the engines
draw up In front of her uninsured home.

“It 1a a sad sign of the degeneracy of the
times that most small boys now fear to
put more than onea pack of lighted fire-
crackers in their fathers' pockets—so rap-
idly is the American disease of nervousness
creeping over the land.”

—
HOW HE WON HER.

He Merely Had to Talk Business With
Her Father.

He was a bright young chap, and well
worthy of regard, even If the father of
“the dearest object on earth” to him, who,
by the way, i8 a successful insurance man,
did think he was Inane, inactive and in-
eligible. The girl didn't think as her
father did. which was a deal of consolation
in a time llke that, and the two young
things often talked over the paternal opin-
ion, and s=at up many evenings devising
ways and means to secure a reversal of
judgment. The young man, of course,
never saw the father on the subject, but
the girl was brave, and whenever there
was an opportunity she put in a plea for
the defense. At the last talk, the father
had told his daughter that the young man
“never would set the world on fire,” and
she reported this along with other remarks
to the young man. Some days later the
girl had another chance to argue for the
defense,

“Papa.’” she sald, when the opportunity
offered, 1 told Harry what you said about
him the other evenlng.”

*“I hope you did, my dear,” he answered,
in a tone which conveyed the idea that he
meant it,

“But I mean that particular thing you
=aid that he never would set the world on
fire.'”

“I suppose he thought, and no doubt safd,
I was mistaken, dldn't he?” said the father,
with cutting sarcasm.

“No, papa, he did not.”

“Indeed,” he responded in astonishment.
“I'm surprised that he did not assure you
that he would do so as soon as he got the
chance. That Is what his kind always do.”

“Harry did not. He said that your mak-
ing such a remark showed how poor your
judgment was.”

“Well, that's the same thing, only draw-
ing it a little milder.”

“No, I think not, papa,” she continued,
“for Harry went on to say that you did
not show ordinary business sense In offer-
ing his inability to set the world on fire as
an objection to him.”

“Did that young snilp say that of me?’
sald the father, growing red and warm,
“and you, my daughter, llstened to it?"

“Yes, papa,” she replied, gently, *for
Harry sald if he dld set the world on fire
every Insurance company in existence would
be wiped out and you wouldn't have money
enough left to buy & newspaper to read
the report of the conflagration.”

It was a full minute before the father
spoke again.

“Um—er—er,” he hesitated, “suppose you
send that young man around to my office
tomorrow at 10 o'clock, will you?"

A Slight Omisaton.
From Puck.

Farmer Jones—*“Let's see, Sally, I Euess
we've got :verything for the Fourth now—
sticking plaster, lint, sweet oil, aplints,
cretehes, bandages—"

Mrs. Jones—'‘But, good graclous, Silaa!
you've forgot to buy the fireworks™

Fond Parent ( to console his wid-
owed daughter)—"“No you grieve for
hl::.,uﬁ:: chlld; you will never find his
eq

Affiicted One—*'I doubt If I—I can:
do my best."—TH Bita. i

NOT GOOD AT SWINDLING

This man hadn’t pald his car fare.

He looked gufity. o] |

He had the nickel covered over In his
right hand, buffthe cehductar had overlook-
ed him, and he was figuring on what he
was going to do about it.

Consequently, he guilty. ]

‘“I've a good to hang on to this
nickel,” sald he to himself, trying to stare
stralght ahead of him. He feared to meet
a single eye. He felt positive that there
were & few of passengers, anyhow, who
had noticed that he hadn't given up his
fare. Bi's 4

“I've often had to hang onto these cars
by my eyebrows, and nary a sit-down the
entire route,” he thought, putting the mat-
ter to himself pro and con. “It's pretty
close to pay day, at that, and I've only got
twenty-three cents to see me through.
Wonder if that fellow eyeing me across the
way noticed that I didn't cough up my
nickel? Blamed If he doesn’t size me up
suspiciously. Maybe he's a director or
something on the line. That pretty girl
over there, too, seems to be giving me the
indignant stare, too, as much as to msay,
‘Well, I had to pay my fare, and you're no
better than I am, if you're as good!l' "

The man opened up his evening news-
paper, upside down, and pretended to read.
But his mind wasn't on his reading. He
noticed the conductor standing up forward
and looking him over.

‘““Wonder if that conduetor is next?”’ he
thought. “I can see him out of the tall of
my eye rubbernecking at me, and T'll bet
he's found that he’s shy a fare and is try-
ing to figvre who's the shy man. Guess 1I'd
better give him the nicKel when he passes
this way. No, I won't, either—derned if 1
will! I'm not holding any job under the
Street car line, and.if tkey ean't employ
conductors who know enough to get my
fare out of m2, whether I want to give it
up or not, why, it's up to them, that's all!”

“Fares, please!" said the conducior, pass-
ing along to take up the nickels and tickets
of some new passengers.

‘““Well, he didn't hold out his hand In my
direction,” thought the man to himself, "‘and
1 guess he's forgotten me, all right. But I'd
hate to have those folks across the way
think that I'm small about a nickel, and
every time I glance that way I catch them
looking=me over as much as to say, ‘Well,
of all the mean snoozers!’

He moved over to make room for a stout
lady who embarked just then, and when
the conductor came along for her fare he
still had his nickel in his doubled-up hand.

“As a matter of fact,” he thought, “it is
kind of a cheap trick to do. any kind of an
outfit—even a bloatedl &treet railway cor-
pcration—out of a féew coppers; but, then,
I'm done to a finish so often myself, and for
much bigger amounts, that when a chance
llke this comes along for me to sort o' get
eten on the game, why, 1 don't think I
ought to pass it up. Another thing is that
when a. conductor forgets to take up vour
fare he don't likKe to have you offer it to
him, because it shows him up as careless,
and there mizht be a spetter on the car.
Nope, I guess I'l just slip this little old
nick Into my pocket, and if those people
across the way don't like it they can lump
it, that's all!" i

Whereupon he essayved to double up his
rewspaper and to elip the nickel inta the
change pocket with one and the same move-
ment. He made a fizzle of it. The nickel
slipped out of his grasp and rolled on to
the floor of the car.’ The conductor, stand-
ing on the platfeorm, saw. this, and in two
steps he was at the man's seat.

“Did I get your f&re, sir?’ asked the con-
ductor, "Kind o' thought I didn't.”

“No, I don't believe you did,” said the
man, looking red,in 4he face from stooping
over after the nigkehand from other causes,
“Guess [ had this nickel out for you and
forgot to hand it to you."

“I'm a clumsy swindler,”
man, as he got:off the car.

————
SAILORS: LIKE CYCLING.

thought the

Spend Lots of Monéy on Wheels When
in"Washington.

“The men who rent bicycles are always
glad to hear of the arrival of one of the
vessels of the navy at Washington,” sald
a warrant officer of the Detrdlt the other
day at the navy yard, where the gunboat
was tied up. - .

“See those fellows golng toward the
gate?” continued, he, pointing with the end
of his pipe to half a dozen jackies wunlking
away from the dock. ! less than an
hour all of them wjll be scorchfng up and
down the streets on bikes.., The sailorman's
favorite recreation on shore is bicyvele rid-
ing and Washington is his favorite place
to indulge in it. Nearly every man on the
Detrolt 1s a good rider, and the few who
don’t know how are anxioug to learn to
steer a wheel. Those boye have shore
leave today apnd they are going to a place
where a wheel can be rented. They will
spend the whole day riding over the city
and out into the suburbs.

“It'a that way everywhere we go. AS
soon as they get leave they are off to
hunt up a bicycle. It Is only of recent
years that the wheel has become popular
in the navy, and how it came about 1
den't know. A sallor takea to a4 new idea
quickly, and now lots of fellows that used
to put Ir their time ashore guzzling beer
and giving troubie when they came baek
to the ship spend thelr money renting
wheels. .

“It's fine exercise for them and their
money ls better spent than if it went to
hoost up the profits of a gin mill. The
boys all like to get to Washiigton because
the sireets here afford the finest bicycle
riding in the world, at least that part of
the world we visttt Yesterday there were
twenty of thé men from the Detroft ashors
and sixteen of themr went'for a spin over
the smooth asphdlt pavements. They return-
ed to the ship last night on time and all the
bettér for thelr long ride. Before the bike
became popular- the program would prob-
abhly have been eight hours of carousing
with a wateh in the ‘brig’ to follow.

‘““The officers encourage bicyecle riding
among  the men. First because It Is good
for the men physically and serves to kKeep
them away from booze. The only trouble
they ever have [s an ocecaslonal jar with
a policeman about a burst of speed, for a
sailor after a long crulse feels free from
constralnt once he gets mounted on a
wheel, and he Is scorching before he knows
it. The police are very kind, however, and
1 don't remember that one of our crew
was ever arrested for falling to observe the
laws governing blcycle riding.”
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HKEnocked Out by & Screech Owl.
From the Springfield (Ky.) News-Leader.

John Young Mayes tells a story of a re-
markable encounter which he had the other
night that would tax the credulity of his
friends In believing were It not for his

good reputation for truth and veracity and
the fact that he bears the scars of battle
in evidence. Mr. Mayes says that a few
nights ago, while passing under some trees
in his yard, his attemtion was attracted by
a couple of screech owls that would fly at
him in a threatening manner. He, how-
ever, paild lttle attention to them, think-
ing they could do him no harm, when sud-
denly one of them flew af him and struck
bhim full in the face. The blow was so sud-
den and came with so- muach force that he
was knocked doewn aad- partially stunned.
The owls contipyed; the attack until Mr.
Mayes made Mg into the house.
He now exhibitsa ed eye and several
scratches abeutyhis s¥es and nose.
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From Harper's Bagar; i,

THE OLD FAMILIAR FACES

“During my week down at the sea-

the man with the peeled nosas,
“I most of the usual types. Sea-
are perennial and changeless.
saw the fat lady who appears
breakfast table with sleep-
and any number of big dla-
mond rings on her fingers, to say nothing
of diamond sunbursts, earrings and so on.
In fact, I saw three or four of her. Queer,
how hard it seems for some people to un-
derstand that breakfast and a multiplicity
of dlamonds don't gee at all.
““Well, as usual, too, I saw the big, strap-
ping, Junoesque women being wheeled
around in the invalld chairs by more or less

putty-headed men, while the small, delicate,
sickly-lookicg women seemed rarely to
avail themselves of the hand-wheeled ve-
hicles. It always strikes me that there is
something essentially wrong about a bux-
om, perfectly well and healthy woman who
will permit herself to be pushed around in
an invalld chair at the seaside. 1 had the
peculiar satisfaction of seeing a whole ho-
telful of young women fall into dismal
error with respect to a young man who
was a guest of the same house. They
unanimously figured him to be a young
man of a ribbon department, or some such
sort, and he looked it to a T. The young
women barely noticed him. It did not leak
out untii the afternoon that he moved into
the hotel next door—giving ‘dullness’ as his
reason for abandoning his original hostel-
ry—that he was the only son of a Colorade
millionaire, with money to burn in his own
right. The young women in the other hotel
took him up instantly and donned their
nicest frocks for him and spoke enthusias-
tically among themselves of the ‘character’
in his face.

“The pretty, demure, deep-eyed young
woman whose husband—not In evidence—
was known by the dowagers to have treat-
ed her scandalously, was there, too. I al-
ways see her. She was, as usual, the calm
reciplent of thre gallantries and attentions
of most of the young men at her hotel,
and she did not xépear to be entirely popu-
lar with the young unmarried women—not
so unnatural, considering.

“The fidgetty, eagle-eyed mother of the
four daughters, all of them dressed approx-
imately alike, was there with her brood
this year, too. As in other years, she re-
gards the efforts of all other mothers
whomsoever to dress their daughters styl-
ishly and becomingly as the merest hope-
less fiascos, and, as of yore, she insists upon
each of her daughters, one after the other,
giving a performance upon the piano forte
in the hotel parlor after dinner.

*'The middle-aged, flabby-featured man
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who addresses his fat, pudegy wife with
the false frizzes as ‘dear’ and ‘dar-
ling and ‘baby’ and ‘ducky’ at the

public breakfast table was at the hotel
where I put up, of course. I've met up
with one of him every summer at the beach
for the past twelve years. The young wo-
man with the pale blue eyes who plays
‘The Georgia Camp Meeting’'—last year it
was ‘Pack Yo' Clo'es an” Go'—on the hotel

plano from morning until night, only rest-

ing for meals, got in her fine work, as
usual, 8o did the fool young man who
thinks he has a bassp volce, and who sings
about the ship that went down to his own
blacksmith accompaniment on the piano
every night.

“The papier-mache-headed young woman
of admirable figure (of which she isn't
aware, of course) who rides up and down
the beach in her bathing suit on a bicycele,

to the Imminent peril of the bathers, is
quite a feature this year—more so than
last. She permits her hair to fly to the
winds, alle same Boadicea, and she al-

tracts all the ailention she is looking for.

“The wvoung women whose skinsg tan al-
most black were envying, as usual, the
girls who just turn lobster red, and vice
versa. The strong. chesty yvouth who goes
out heyond the brenker line with a clgarcite
in his mouth, and who a few minutes later
is ignominiously dragged onto the beach by
a couple of life guards, loocked just about as
sheepish after his experience as he usually
does.

“The pulp-headed man who takes his lit-
tle baby girl in his arms out into the surf
over hig head, thereby. filling her up to the
bursting point with salt water and throw-
ing her into an hysterical panie, was there
again, in all of his grinning asininity. Bo
was the humoreus youth whose whole fun
in life ceonsists In holding the heads of
bathing young women under the water.

“The black walter who used to attend
your table in a Washington cafe and who
expects a dollar per meal out of you for
that reason has his customary job. The
fat-witted young man who takes a whole
becatload of girls out for a sall on the
bosom of the deep and doesn't discover that
the sailing of a boat i8 a new one on him
until after he has almost dumped the whole
outfit 18 back again this year in numbers.
The very young and attractive aunt who
is ‘chaperoning’ her two beautiful nieces Is
winning the Immediate admiration of the
widowers and ‘settled men’ this year, as
always. I noticed, too, the same old groups
of cottagers sitting on their front steps in
haughty, frosty magnificence and sizing up
all the ‘hotelers’ through quizzing glasses,
as If they were new and strange, If vulgar,
bipeds lately down from Mars. As usual,
1 observed that the wvery prettiest girl in
the place didn't spread herself at all In
the matter of changing her costume three
or four times a day. but went around In
pretty $1.08 shirt walsts and fresh looking
pique skirts morning and evening, and had
most of the Impressionable youths on the
verge of sulcide, at that.

“The $23.85 with which T started for the
seashore disappeared pretty quickly,” con-
cluded the man with the peeled ncse, “but
look at the things 1 saw!”
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Paris Newsapapers.
From the Chicago Record.

The most important of all the papers is
Le Petit Journal, edited by M. Marinoni, a
small, four-page paper, published for the
masses, without political affiliation, made
up of short telegrams and news articles. It
has a circulation of about 1.400,000 copies,
and during the present crisls Is anti-Be-
mitic. Le Petit Parisien, edited by Jean
Dupuy, a senator, has a circulation of
about 700800, and 18 independent in the
Dreyfus affair, as well as in polities. La
Libre Parole, a penny paper, edited by Ed-
ovard Drumont, republican In polities, anti-
Semitic, has a circulation of 200,000, L'In-
transigeant, published by Henri Rochefort,
is soclalistic in polities, opposed to Dreyfus,
sells for & penny and has a circulation of
200,000. L'Eclair, another penny paper, ed-
ited by M. Babatier, anti-Semitic, has a cir-
culation of 150, L'Autorite, published
by Paul de Cassagnac, a Bonapartlst organ,
has a clrculation of 80,000, Le Soliel, ed-
ted by M. Herve, I3 an Orleans publication,
with a cirrulation of 100,000, and sells for
one cent, Le Petlte Republigque, a one-cent
paper, by M. Jaures, a socialist organ, has
a clrculation of 50,000. L'Aurvre, ited by
M. Clemenceau, has been brought Into ex-
istence since the Dreyfus agitation, espe-
cially for the purpose of advocating the
prisoner’s interests. It has already reached
a circulation of about 80,000. Le Gaulois,
edited by Arthur Meyer, an Orleanist and
clerical organ, sells for three cents a copy,
and has a circulation of 35,000. Le Matin,
which supports the government in all mat-
ters, has a circulation of 50,000, and s sold
at two cents a copy. L'Echo de Paris, re-
publican, is the organ of the army, a two-
cent paper, with a circulation of 40,000, Le
Journal, a literary rather than political
publication, has a circulation of 150,000,
and ia anti-Semitic. These are the principal
morning papers.

A Rare Disease.
From the New York Herald.

The condition of the unfortunate man
who 18 being gradually ossified into a state
of absolute helplessness in this city is one
which quite naturally arouses public in-
terest in the melancholy and Inevitable out-
come. Although the disease in question,
which 1s sclentlfically known as rheuma-

{ toid arthritis, is not very rare, is extreme

manifestation, as in the present Instance,
ia somewhat unusual. It 18 characterized
y a calcareous deposit at first around the

| b
1 joln‘u, then afterward Into the surrounding

and muscles, and finally through-

out the entire fleshy portions of the body.
The apparatus of locomotion is partic-
ularly Involved, and the more vital pro-
cesges of the body suffer in consequence of
the original trouble. Thus the patient is
unable to feed himself, on account of the
rigidity of hi= upper limbs, Is eonfined to
his bed by his inability to walk, and not
infrequently his respiration is affected by
the ual and tion

understand
isease is occasioned by a pro-
found constitutional error of nutrition, and
is virtually incurable,

L JOHNSON >

. Amn Aspiration.

"T'was once upon a time there came a fleat-
ing summer day

When there didn't seem a thing on carth to
do but go an’ play.

When the alr was mild an’ balmy,
sky was smilin’ sweet,

An' the flowers shook their petals jes’ like
jewels at your feet.

But the clock kep' on a-tickin'.
steady, yvet so fast,

That my heart, 1t fell a-grievin’ "bout the
day that couldn't last.

I went an’ stopped the pendulum. 'Twas
all that I could do.

But the sun, he kep’ a-trudgin’ till the per-
fect day was through.

an’ the

"Twns so

I want no automobiles an’ I want no 'lec-
tric cars;
Nor liquid air, nor sky-ships nor no tele-
phone to Mars.
If 1 was one of them there genlus-fellers
who invent,
build a brand-new clock an’
charge the world a cent.
A cloek that wouldn't let the sun break
loose an® fiy the track
And laugh at all your efforts when you try
to hold it back;
Whose hands would cluteh the happy hours
of life an® bid them stay
So's there can't be no tomorrows till you're
clean through with today.
»

I'a never

* %
Telling About It.

“I can see in my mind's eve how it all
happened,” said the man who scatters in-
fermation broadeast, whether it is desired
or not

“That's good," said the acquaintance, who
was walking fast. “I'll get you to tell me
all about it, some time."

“Oh, I'd just as soon tell you all about it
now."”

“But I really don’t know that T ecare to
learn the particulars just at present."

“The particulars of what?"

"“Why-er-of what you were going to talk
about.”
“I was sure of it!

I was sure yvou couldn’t

have guessed what vou were going to miss,
or yvou wouldn’t have been so ready to toss
it aslde. The war is over. The Filipinos
haven't another leg to stand on. We have
at last dealt the erushing blow.”

“It wasn't in the papers''

“Yes, it was. We've captured their brass
band. It was a dastardly plece of business
in the first place. Didn't read any of the
detalls did you?”

“*No.""

“Well,” was the answer In a tone of re-
assurance, “I'll tell 'em to you. You know
what an amateur brass band is. And you
can imagine what a musician who is a cross
.between a Mongolian and a Malay could do
with a trombone solo if he ever got keyed
up to the occasion. Well, when this band
was organized by the Tay-Tay Zouaves,
some vears ago, all it had to do was 10
go into the nelghborhood of Manila and
play La Paloma once or twice to throw the
Spanish troops inte spasms. So a short
time ago they thought it was time to strike
a decisive blow at our soldlers. As soon as
our men got & few miles out into the coun-
try they were ambushed by the brass band.
They broke out with a few notes of ‘Oh,
Listen to the Band,” but our men, of course,,
weren't golng to run for a little thing like
tkat, and they gathered the whole outfit up
and took it into ecamp. It simply goes to
show the difference,” the affable time-killer
commented before releasing his victim, “be-
tween the Spanish and the American styles
of warfare.”

*
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Wholly Discouraged.

“No, ma'am, I don't like 'em,” said Mr.
Cumrox with emphasis. “I'm free to say
these dialect stories makes me tired. Half
the words in 'em ain't in the dictlonary.”

“But you might cultivate a liking for
them,” sald his wife's sister. “It is some-
thing like music. You may not have much
of an ear for it at first, but if you keep at
t you will soon appreciate it."

“Well, maybe I will some day. But I'd
rather have something solid. I'd like o
begin on some of my youngest girl's school
books and go right through 'em. That's the
sort of reading that I'd enjoy spending
time on.”

He picked up one of his daughter’s books
which happened to be lying near. It was a
copy of Virgil, which his daughter had been
translating Into English. He stared solemn-
ly at the first page of the Latin eplc for
awhile and then slowly turned the leaf.
When his eyes had gotten down to the mid-
dle of the next page he laid the wvolume
down with a sigh.

“It's no use,” he exclaimed regretifully.

“What is of no use?”’

“My trying to read dlalect. And I must
say that this thing of teachin' It In the
public schools sirikes me as plaguey fool-
ishness.”

*®
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An Expert.

Gay Cupld was an archer, as your valen-
tines will show,

If you've stopped to keep such documents
on file;

On his back he carried arrows.
+he had a bow, v

For archery in those days was in style.
But no more his arrow answers 1o the

shiver of the string;

Though his quick and steady eye is still

the same. -
For he follows all the fashions, and as golf
is now the thing, - =2
You will find him ever foremost at the
game.

You might think he is a caddie, he's so
humble at the start.

You'd scarcely note his bedng there at all.

But when he takes a hand, it's always
some poor fellow's heart

That he borrows to do service as a ball

And, alas, he never “foozles” when a drive
he undertakes

While the gossips all applaud the mighty
thwack.

And the chap whose heart is smitten sees
the mighty speed it takes

And is doubtful If he'll ever get 1t back.

0

In his hand

*
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streak of smoke from the locomotive in the
distance, again exclalmed:

“Talk about hard luck!™

“What's the trouble?” sasked the tele-
graph operator. “Has something happen-
ed?

“No. I thought for a while something
was goin® to happen. But #t didn't. The
train which just left the station i= carrying
my hopes away with 1t at the rate of sev-

entesn miles an hour, not enanting time for
extra stops. | never thought an accommo-
dation train could seem so swift.”™

“T understand some one was talking about

buying your place. » you feeling badly

aver the prosg rting with it
“*The pros 12 with t7T There

ain’t any such prospect. That man has

been writing me letters for some time and
finally he came out to see it. He sald he
had heard some reports, and was inclined

to think it was exactly the pluce he want-
ed. He asked a Int of question= and finally
he inquired {f there was any malaria
around there.™

“Same old guestion.”

“Yes. I could feel myz=elf turnin® white.
He was the seventh man who had been
sulted, clear up to the malaria polnt, and
when 1 thought of how I had lest the otner
glx, one after the other, 1 clenched my
teeth together and resolved to e, 1 told
him there hadn't been a case of malaria
within ten miles in the last twenty years,

He made me say 1t over again two or three
times."
“id he believe you?™'

*“Yea. He looked kind o° disappointed and
=ald he was sorry. He's a selenti=t and is
makin® a spe 1 study of malaria germs.
And he explained that it would be a waste
of hiz time and moncy to buy a place
where there was=n't any malarin.™
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The Raspherry Podding.
(A boy's trick in six pletures)

From Fliegende Blatter.
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